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along the beach together and he noticed that she leant
rather heavily upon his arm.

"I knew you would not be forgotten/' she told him,
after a long silence.

He asked her, only half seriously, how she knew.

"Well, Norton------" She considered, her eyes fixed

upon a passing sail. "Of course, I never asked Mr.
Pitt for anything, but it was always an understood

thing that------ You see, he owed it to the family.

Your father------"

She tailed ofi into some anecdotage of the old days
at Stone, when Mr. Pitt had been used to come and
stay under her roof. "When you were still at school/1
she added. "So long ago as that/'

Her thoughts wandered for a while among pictures
of the little schoolboy Norton, coming home for holi-
days, going away again as each new term began,
growing, developing a constant source of pride and
anxiety to herself and to his father.

The big man beside her said:

"Do you think I shall manage it, mother?"

She emerged from her reverie. "Manage what, my
boy?"

"What I'm going to Russia for. The negotiation of
the Treaty. Getting the best possible terms, seeing
that we aren't cheated. All that sort of thing."

"Why shouldn't you manage it?"

"I don't know." He cut at a pebble with his cane.
"I'm not a Trevivian type. I can't see through things
and people quickly. And they'll probably throw dust
in my eyes."

She pursed her lips and looked past him out to sea
again. The little sail was nearly out of sight now.

"Honesty of purpose, my boy, is your best equip-